cavalry officer, gentleman jockey, scion of the Westphalian
gentry, by marriage a brother of the big business fraternity in
the Saar, obscure member of Briining's Centre Party.

He was as buoyant and indestructible as the cork that out-
lives Atlantic tempests. He juggled blithely with problems
laden with high explosive and when they burst they hit every-
body but himself. The peasantfolk of Guernica, the towns-
people of Almeria, with their roofs and walls crashing about
them, their womenfolk and children wounded and dying, may
never have heard of Franz von Papen. Yet but for him their
walls might still be standing, their children still playing in the
sunshine.

For he, who smiled and smiled and was a good man at a tea-
party, and for sixteen years after that crashing debacle in
Washington had been a rich clubman, squire and amateur
politician of no account, now took the fate of Germany and
Europe in his hands. He was to save Germany from Hitler and
the Marxists; for the monarchists, militarists, squires, big busi-
nessmen and reactionaries. Through him the real power in Ger-
many did pass into the hands of precisely these groups, though
von Papen himself had to climb down and let Hitler into the
Chancellorship, where he remains, as yet, the prisoner of these
groups.

All these things were yet in the lap of the gods that day as
Papen came towards us across the thick pile carpet, smiling
affably, chatting genially. What pleasant manners he has, we
thought. How hail-fellow-well-met. No Prussian stiffness
about him!
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